renews rnnccoj 7 we. 

Bring me the Sattin Coffin ; lay the Babe 
Vpon the Pillow ; hie thee,whiles I fay 
A priertly farwell to her : fodainely,woman. 

a.Str.we haue a Chert beneath the hatches, 

Caulkt and bittumed ready. 

Per. I thanke thee .• Mariner fay, what Coaft is this ? 
l.Wc are neere Tbarfus. 

JVr.Thither gentle Marriner, 

Alter thy courfe for Tyre : when canft thou reach it ? 
a.By breake of day,if the winde ceafe. 

Per. O make for Tbar/hs , 

There will I vifite Cleonjot the Babe 

Cannot hold out to Tyrtet ; there lie leaue it 

At carefull nurfing : goe the wayes good Marriner, 

lie bring the body prefently. Sxit, 

Enter Lord Cerymon with a fern Ant, 

Ctr, Phy lemon, hoe. 

Enter Phy lemon, 

Pbyl. Doth my Lord call ? 

Cer .Get fire and meate for theft poore men. 

It hath beene a turbulent and ftormy night. 

Ser.l haue beene in many j but fuch anight as this, 
Tillnow,I neare endured,. 

Cer. Your Mafter will be dead ere you rcturnc. 

There’s nothing can be miniftred to nature. 

That can recouer him : giue this to the Pothccary, 

And tell me how it workes. 

Enter twoGentlemen. 
j.CJent.Good morrow. 
z.Gent. Good morrow to your Lordfliip. 

Cer.Gentlemen, why do you ftirre fo earely ? 
i.Gc«r.Sir,our lodgings ftanding blcake vpon the fea, 
Shooke as if the earth did quake .* 

The very principles did feeme to rend and all to topple* 

Pure furprize and feare/nade me to leaue the houft, 

2, Genu 





























_ -r. . Prince of Tyre. 

Z.Gent . That is toe caufe wc trouble you io earlv 
Tis not our husbandry?' 1 

for. O you fay wdf,- 

1. Gent, But I much maruaile that your Lordfliip 

?k U l! nS tf e u b atti , r ? ab n Ut « theft early houres 

Shake off the golden flumber of repoft ; tis moft ftranee “ 
Nature fliould be fo conuerfant with paine ^ * 

Being thereto not compelled . 

Cer. I hold it euer Vertue and Cunning. 
Wereendowments greater,thcn Nobleneffe and Riches 
C arelelfe heyres may the two latter darken and expend •* 

But immortality attends the former, r r 

Making a man a God : 

Tis knowne,I euer haue ftudiedPhyficke, 

Through which ftcret Art, by turning ore Authority, 

I haue together with my pra&ife.made familiar 3 

To me and to my aide, the beft infufions that dwds 
In Vegitiues,in Mettals, Stones: and can fpeake of the 
Difturbances that Nature works, and of her cures ; 

Which doth giue me a more content in courfe of true delieht 
Then to be thirfty after tottering Honour, 6 

Or tye my pleafure vp in filken Bags, 

To pleafe the Foole and Death. 

2.</«rf.Your honour hath through Efhefus, 

Poured foorthyour charity, and hundreds call themftlucs 
Your Creatures ; who by you haue beene reftored* 

And not your knowledge,your perfonall paine, * 

But euen your purfe ftill open,hath built Lord hriment 
Such ftrong rcnowne,as neuer (hall dfcay. 

Enter two or three with a Chef . 

<y«".So,lift there. 

Cer. What’s that? 

Ser .Sir, euen now did the fea toffe vp vpon our fliore 
This Chert ; tis of fome wracke. 

Cer.Sct it downe,let vs looke vpon it, 

2 . Gent . Tis like a Coffin, fir. 

X * Cer. 



